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I found out about the hurricane the way I find out 

about a lot of things, which is some boy chasing 

Robin's tail. In this case, the boy in question was 

not trying to impress Robin by telling obscure 

rock 'n roll anecdotes, but rather trying to call 

her on the cell phone. 

It didn't work. Her New Orleans phone was not 

accepting calls. 

After that we started watching the news. And 

losing our shit. 

Because who-knows-(STI LUwho's-dead, and 

because this-racist-bullshit-is-stralght-out-of- 

post-apocalyptic-fiction, and because we-are- 

In-the-g-d-mldwest-and-we-don't-know- 

what-to-do, and because our beautiful-magical- 

dying-perfect-crazy-clty-is-underwater, and 

everything is actually for real, seriously FUCKED. 

I would say that we went crazy, except that 

implies that anywhere along the line we started 

to get better, which really isn't true. 

My particular version of going crazy consists of 

reading the Autobiography of Malcolm X for the 

first time, and deciding that maybe white people 

really are devils, In which case you really can't 

blame them, you know, like man-eating tigers 

and all that, and deciding that right now was the 

moment to wrestle with the *>§& questions like, 

"Can you continue to live In a country which 

condones and commits the genocide of its own 

people or do you have to move In with Robin's 

parents in Brazil?" 

I go to work and get drunk and play shows and 

the entire time I am a tiny ball of fury fantasizing 

about getting on a bus full of angry evacuees and 

hijacking ft and taking them to the White House 

where presumably we'd use those guns they 

looted from Walmart to FUCK SHIT UP. I have 

actually said, "Rideshare my ass! I will rideshare a 

van full of people with guns to Washington D.C. 

but that Is It!" * 

This is the problem with being raised by 

revolutionaries. 

I know there are supposed to be those five stages 

of grief: "Denial, Anger, Bargaining, Depression, 

Acceptance" but I seem to be pretty firmly 

entrenched In stage two with no sign of trying to 

move on. 

Except 

I love you. And I am glad you are not dead. And 

let's try to make things better. Let's keep trying. 

Last year at this time our friend Sam got hit by a 

car In Columbia, MO, while his band was on the 

way to my house to play a show. He was In the ICU 



for a week, in the hospital here for 6 more. He 

didn't walk for a long time, and now his leg is full 

of shark cartilage. 

And next week I'm going to his wedding in Iowa. 

He's getting married to Grace, who makes 

beautiful music on her own and art with 

disgruntled teenagers, and casseroles for drunk 

people at 2 In the morning. 

There will still always be these good things. Let's 

keep making more of them. 

And maybe start a revolution too. . 
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